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Dorothy Butts 



Will you take this basketful today, 
Of old love and new flowerets, and say, 
"This much she loved me during May?" 

THE TRANSIENT 

Dear, take my love and do not hesitate. 

You think that I shall always wait, 

I am so calm. 

(It is to reassure, and to inspire 

New confidence in you.) 

Quick, take my love before it is too late ! 

Here are my hands held out to give to you 

Their treasures — some old, some new, 

All dear to me. 

Oh, do not agonize me by delay, 

And musing which to take! 

Quick! — say I gave them to you, passing through. 

DIFFERENCE 

If you will wander, so shall I — 

In opposite directions ply 

Our irresistible two ways 

Into the nights, into the days. 

The east and west shall draw apart, 

Like magnets, your heart from my heart. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

How vain our tears now we have seen 
That east and west have common lures. 
You were my magnet — I was yours, 
With all the world between. 

PLEASE 

Give me the old familiar things, 

Though they be very plain: 

The quaint old tune Joanna sings, 

The small house in a lane, 

Whose fragrance meets the open door; 

The faded carpet on the floor, 

The patient peace of furniture — 

Familiar things I can endure. 

I have been brave a long, long while, 

Heard praise, and scorning afterward; 

I have met eyes that did not smile, 

And now I ask for my reward. 

I know the panoramic strand 

Of happiness, and grief's sequence. 

Rough grains have scratched my venturous hand. 

I beg no tribute nor defence; 

I only ask familiar things — 

The quaint old tune Joanna sings. 

Dorothy Butts 
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